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. INTRODUCTION. 


* 


SCRIBLERUS and the MASTER of the 
Playbouſe. | 


MASTER. 


ERV much approve the 
good Judgment and Humour you 
have ſhewn in your Choice of a 
itle, 27. The Grub/ftreet Opera. 


SCRITIBLE RAUS. 


I hope, Sir, it will recommend me to that 
learned Society; for they like nothing but 
what is moſt indiſputably their own, 


MasSTER, 


| I aſſure you it recommends you to me, 


A 2  _SCRIBL R-. 


4 
2 TY 


iv INTRODUCTION, 


SCRIBLERUS. 


It would be impolitick in you, who are 


a young Beginner, to oppole that Society, | 


which the eſtabliſh'd Theatres ſo profeſſed- 
ly favour : Beſides, you ſee, the Town are 
always on its Side ; for, alack-a-day, Sir, 
I would not have you think all the Mem- 
bers of that Body confined to the Street 


_ they take their Name from: No, no, Sir, 
S the Rules of Grubſtreet are as extenſive 


as the Rules of the King's Bench. We 
have them of all Degrees and Orders 


and it is no more à Wonder to ſee our 


Members in Ribbands, than in Rags, 
MASTER, OD 
No.one, I darc ſwear, diſputes the In- 


tereſt of Garubſtreet ; but, methinks, it is 3 
Pity your Society doth not hang nearer 


together; that you copy Wits in their worſt 


Part, and pull one another to Pieces as you 
do, eſpecially in your political Pamphlets, 


SCRIBLERUS., 
Why thoſe are all of our Society, it's 


true: But, alas | you miſtake Altercation 
or Scolding a little in Jeſt, for quarrelling 


| in zarneſt Sir, was you ever at WW Al 


minſter Hall? 


MASTER, 


InTRODUOTION. v 


MASTER. 
Otten, Sir, 


SCRIBLERUS 


Did you never hear our People old 
there? 2 


Mas TER. 
J have heard the Lawyers. 


SCKIBLERKVUS 


The Lawyers! Why thoſe are our People; 
there hath long been the ſtricteſt Union 
between Grubſtrg&t and the Law; thus 
our Politicians are as good Friends as our 
Lawyers, behind the Curtain; they ſcold 
and abuſe one another in the Perſons of 
their Maſters and Clients, and then very 
friendly get drunk together over their 
Booty Our People no more quarrel in 
Fatheſt, than they quarrel with Civility 
Why, Sir, you might as well ſuppoſe Robin 
and Mill in my Opera, to bo in Earneſt, 


MASTER. 


Why, Faith, they abufe one another 
ſo heartily that I ſcarce knew, at the Re- 
hearſal, Whether they were in Earneſt or in 


Jeſt, 


Sonni 


vi INTRODUCTION. 


SCRIBLERUS. 


Ay, have I not wrought up that Alter- 
cation Scene to the Height? Let Grub- 
fireet alone for that. With what Spirit do 
Robin and Vill rap out the Lie at one 
another, for half a Page together 2 -And 
let me tell you, Sir, the whole Wit of 
Grubſtreet lies in theſe two Words 
ron ie, = = 


MAs TER, 


| Which ſufficiently proves the whole 
State of Politicks to lie in Exulhireet. 


SCRIBLERUS. 
Ay, ay, Sir, every thing lies in Grubſftreet,. 


MASTER. 


I wonder, conſidering your Intereſt, vou : 
do not obtain ſome Privileges for your 


SCRIBLERUS. 


It will not be, Sir, it will not be: Erub- 
Street, like Virtue, muſt. reward it ſelf; 
for, whatever Intereſt we have in other 
Socicties---we have none in the Parliament 
I | Houle, : | 


MasSTER, 


INTRODUCTION. vii 
MASTER, 


But I believe, Sir, it is now Time to 
ſee what Intereſt you have in this Houle. 


SCRIBLERUS. 


With all my Heart, I will ſpeak half a 
Dozen of Lines to the Audience, and wait 
upon you, immediately. 


Oar Anthor does, in humble Scenes, produce 

Examples, fitted to your private Uſe. 

Teaches each Man to regulate his Life, 

By governing his Servants and his Wife;, 

Teaches that Servants will their Maſters chouſe, 
That Wives will ride their Huſbands round the Houſe, 

Teaches that Fealouſy does oft ariſe, 

Becauſe Mens Senſe is dimmer than their Eyes, 

Teaches young Gentlemen do oft purſue 

More Women than they well know bow to wWobe; 

Teaches that pious Women oft do groan 

For ſake of their Religion, when they've none 

Teaches that Parſons teach us the right Way, 

And, when we err, we mind not what they ſay; 

Teaches that Virtue is the Maid's beſt Store : 

Teaches all theſe, and teaches nothing more, 


| Dad 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
ME N. 


Sir Owen ap Spin lin, ay | | 
Moelch Knight, in love © Mr, Furnival, 

with Tobacco. $ | 1 

Squire Owen, his Son, in 1 

love with dolly. CM. Sropler » 


Y 


"Parſon Puzzle - Text, his 
Chaplain. 


Fate, Reynolds. 
Robin, the Butler, in love 5 


with Seweeriſn. Mr. Mullart. 


Jobn, the Coachman, his | 
Friend, in love wit þ Hallam. 
Betty. | 
William, the Groom, Ene- 

my to Robin, in ove | Mr. Fones. 
with $4/an. | 
Thomas the Gardiner, his 
Friend, in love with p Mr. Dove: 
Margery. 
Apſhones, a Tenant of Sir 4 
Owen's, and Father to | Mr. Waller. f 


Molly. 
LW OME 4 | 
Lady ap Shinkin. E Mrs. ones. 
n love with Squire CMiſs Vaughan; 
. in love with W 


Suſam, in love with William. Mrs. Mullart, 
. in love with Mrs. Lach. 
Betty, in love with 70hn. Mrs. Furnical, 


SCENE Wales. Either North or South, 


— 


GRUB- STREET 
O P E R A. 


. 
FIC" % PA — ation — 
— 


ACT 1. 


„ 
Sir Owen's Honſe, Table and Chairs. 
Sir Owen and Puzzletext ſmoaking. 


mh, Sir Owen. 
WE OME Mr. Puzzletext, it's yout Glaſs 


— 


Ty — let's make an End of our Break- 
Y @ faſt before Madam is up— Oh 
= _— 4) Puzzletext, what a fine Thing it i is 
* * IRS for a Man of my Eſtate to ſtand in 

fear of his Wife, that I dare not get 
8 ſo much as once a Day, without being call'd 


to Account for it, 


Pow, 


To The Grub: ſtreet OPERA. 


Puz. Petticoat Government is a very lamen- 
table thing indeed but it is the Fate of many 


an honeſt Gentleman. 
AIR I. (A luſty young Smith.) 


Nhat a wretched Life 5 

Leads a Man who has a Tyrant Wife, 
While for each ſmall Fault he's corrected, 
One Bottle makes a Sot, 
One Girl is neer forgot; 
And Duty is always neglected; 
But tho' nothing can be wor ſe 
Than this, feel Dome ſtick Curſe. 

Some Comfort this muſt do you, 
So vaſt are the Hen-peck'd Bands, 
| That each Neighbour may ſhake Hands, 

With my ban. Service to you. 


FOO = . 5 1 . 
sc EN E I. 
Sir Owen, Lady and Puzaletext. 
Lady. At your Morning's Draught, Sir Owcy, 


I find, according to Cuſtom: Methinks, you Mr. 


Puzzletext, hould not encourage Prunkenneſs. 
Pux. Lask your Ladyſhip's Pardon, I profeſs I 
have ſcarce drank your Health this Morning 
and Wine, while it contributes only to the chear- 
ing of the Spirits, is not forbidden us. Tm an 
Enemy to Exceſs— but as far as the ſecond Bot- 
tle, and to ſome Conftitutions a third, it is no 
doubt allowable. And I do remember to have 
ens with much Perſpicuity even after a 
ourth. | 
.. Lady. Oh intolerable ! do you call four Bottles 


no Exceſs. Puz, 
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Puz. To ſome it may, but to others *tis not, 
Exceis dependeth not on the Quantity that is 
diank, but on the Quality of him that drinketh. 

Lady. I don't underſtand this Sophiſtry, but I 
think I have fome Skill in Divinity. 

Pux. Oh Madam! no one more—your Lady- 
ſhip's the Honour of your Sex in that Study 
an i may properly be term'd the Great Felch Lamp 
f Divinity. | EG, 

Lady. I have always had an Inclination to 
ſerve the Church, and ſome other Time ſhould 
be very glad to diſpute with you concerning Ex- 
ceſs; hut at preſent I muſt impart ſomething con- 
cerning my Son, whom I have obſerv'd too fa- 
miliar witn the Maids — | 

Pux. Which of the Maids, Madam, not one of 
my M iſtreſſes I hope, 5 [ A;jide. 

Lady. Truly with all of them; and unleſs we 
prevent it, Pm afraid we ſhall hear of a Marriage 
not much to our liking. And you know, Mr. 
Puzzletext, how hard a thing it would be for us, 
who have but one Child, if he ſhou'd throw him- 

ſelf away. ; 
Pux. What Methods ſhall we take in Order 
thereto? _ | | 

Lady. J know but one— We muſt prevent 
this Marriage, by marrying them to others; We 
have as many Men as Maids; now I rely on yon 
to match them up to one another; whillt there is 
one unmarry'd Wench in the Houte, I ſhall think 
him in Danger, Oh! Mr. Puzzletext, the Boy 
takes after his Father, not me; his Head's full 

of nothing but Love, for whatever Nature hath 
done for him another way, ſhe has left his Head 
unfurniſh'd. | 
P!ux. Love in a young Mind is powerful in dec d. 


1 AIR 
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Ark 2, (Lads of Dunce) 


If Love gets into a Soldier's Heart, 

He puts off bis Helmet, his Bow and his Dart; 

Achilles charm'd with a Nymph's fair Eye, 
A Diftaff took, and his Iruncheon laid by. 


be gay Gods of old their Heaven would quit, 
And leave their Ambroſia for mortal tit Bit ; 
The fir ſt of that Tribe, that old W hore-Maſfer Jove, 
Preferr d to all Heavens the Heaven of Love. 


Lady. Five of the Maids I think you have 
already ask'd in Church, and I believe you will 
Ind no great Difficulty to prevail on the 
others. This, I aſſure you, I ſhall not forget the 
Fax our; I am now going to take a ſhort airing in 
tle Park in my Chaiſe ——and would have you 
remember we have no Time to looſe, exit. 
Pux. Well, Sir, you heard what my Lady ſays---- 
What ſhall Ido? . | 

Squire Ap. E'en what ſhe commands, if ſhe inter- 
fereth not with my Pipe, Iamreſolv'd not to inter- 
frre with the Family; let her govern while I 
ſmoke. . | [ Exit, 
Pux. Upon my Word the Squire is a thorough 
Epicurean Philoſopher, I muſt now ſeek the young 
Squire, who is a Philoſopher of another Kind. 


— , TD i, * : y _ 
* , q + wad 9 


SCENE III. 
Square Owen ſolus—with two Letters. 

This is the Day wherein our V and Sweet i ſſa 
propoſe to be married, which unleſs l can prevent, 
I leſe all my Hopes of her; For when once a Wo- 
21, + Wes 3 ; 1 55 — man 
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£ g * 


The Grub-ſtreet OyERA. 13 
man knows what's what, ſhe knows too much for 
me— Sure never Man was ſo put to it in his 
Amours— for I don't care to venture on a 


Woman after another; nor does any Woman care 
for me twice, | ; 


AIR 3. (Bid the Drawer fetch clean Glaſſes.) 

How cur ſt the puny Lover, | | 
How exquiſite the Pain, 

When Love is fumbPd over 
To view the Fair's Dijdain. 

But Ob ! how vaſ?s the Bleſung ! 

When to her Bojom preſſing, 

She whiſpers while care ſing. 

Ob ! when ſhall we again 

Oh when Hall we meet again. 


again! 


Here are two Letters which 1 have forg'd, one 
is from Suſan to Robin, the other from William to 
Sweetiſſa; theſe muſt be drop'd where they may be 
found by the improper Parties, and will create a 


Jealouſy, whereof 1 may reap the Fruit, and _ 


Sweetiſſa's Maidenhead may be my own. 


* 1 * ” 0 ” * O * 


3 2 


SCENE lv. 
Puzzletext and Squire Owen. 


Pux. Mr. Owen, 1 have been ſearching you, I am 
come, Child, to give you ſome good 7% 9 Frag 
1 am ſorry to hear you have an Intention to diſ- 
Sep your Family by a Marriage inferior to your 
o : 

Owen. Do not trouble your Head with my 
Marriage, good Mr. Parſon. When I marry, *twill 
be to pleaſe my ſelf not you, © 


Pux. 
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Pu. But let it not be ſuch a Marriage as may 
reflect upon your Underſtanding. Contider, Sir, 
cConſider who you are. | 


AIR 4. (March in Scipio) 


Think, mighty Sir, think &er you are undone, 

Think who you are, Apthenkin's only Son. 

At Oxford you have been, at London eke alſo, 

Toure "wy half a Man, and more than half a 
eau, | 


Oh ! do not, Sir, diſgrace the great Actions of your 
=. | 
Nor let Apſhenkin's Son be buried in his Wife. 


Puz. You muſt govern your Paſſions, Maſter Owen. 
Owen. You may preach, Mr. Parſon, but 1 ſhall. 
very little regard you: There is nothing ſo ridi- 
culous as to hear an old Fellow railing at Love. 
Pu. It is like a young Fellow railing at Age. 
Open, Or a Courtier out of Place at Court. | 


AIR 5. (Tho' I cannot.) 
The worn, out Rake at Pleaſure rails, 


And cries tis all idle and fleeting; 
At Court the Man whoſe Intereſt fails, 
Cries all is Corruption and Cheating. 
But wou'd you know, 
Whence both theſe flow, 
Tho' ſo much they pretend to abhor them, 
i * That rails at Court, 
| This at Love's Sport, 
Becauſe they are neit her fit for them, 


| Ft for em. 
Becauſe, &c. . 
Ow. Beſides, Doctor, I fancy you have not always 


goyern'd your own Paflione, jtho' you are fo 
E e | fond 
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fond of Corre&ing others, as a Poet burleſques 
the Nonſenſe of others, whilſt he writes greater 
Nonſenſe himſelf. 
Pux. Or as a Prude corrects the Vices of others, 
while ſhe is more vicious herſelf, 
Ov. Or, as a Parſon preaches againſt Drinking, 


and then goes to the Ale-houſe. 


Px. Very true — if you mean a Presbyter ĩan 
Parton. | 


AIR: 6. ( One Evening having loſt my way.) 


Tue beard a Non-con Parſon preach 
Gain nf Whoring with a juſt diſdain, 
Whilſt he bimſelf to be naugbt did teach, 
"Of Females as large a Train 
As Stars in Sky, or Lamps in Street, 
Or Beauties in the Mall we meet. 
Or as— or as——0r as 


Or as Whores in Drury-Lane. 
_ Ow. Thy Similes are all Froth like bottled Ale 


——— and it is as difficult to get thee out of a Simile 
as out of an Ale-hayfe. | 


AIR 7 (Dutch Skipper.) 


Puz, The gaudy Sun adorning, 
With trighef Rays the Morning, 


the Morning, 
Shines oer the Eaftern Hill, 
| And J will go a Sporting, 
Ow. And I will go a courting, 1 
| A Courting. 


There lie my Pleaſure ſtill 
Puz. In Ga = Woodford's Ground. 
A bruſhing Hare is found; 
A Gonrſou which Kings themſelves might 1552 | 
Ow. 


16 
Ow. 


Paz. 


Ov. 
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And in another Pace, 


There lies a bruſbing Laſs, 


bich will give ten times more Sport than ſhe. 


(Seccnd Part.) 
What Pleaſure to ſee while the Greybounds 


. | Lare running, 
Poor Pei canning, and ſhifting, and ſbunning, 
to jee 91th bot Art ſbe plays ſtill ber Part, 
Aud aa, Purſuers afar. | 
Firft this a), then that, 
Firſt a Streich, and then Squat, 
Till quite out of Breath, 
She yaelds ber to Death, | L 
What Foy: with the Sportſman's compare? 
How Sweet to behold the ſoft blooming Laſs, 
With bluſhing Face, claſpt cloſe in Embrace; 
To feel her Breafts riſe-- ſee Joys fill her Eyes, 
And glow on ber Heaven of Charms, 
W hilſt ſigbing and whining, 
And twiſlivg and twining, 
While kiſivg and pre ſing, 
And fondeſt care ſi ng, . 
With Raptures ſhe dies in your Arms. |[ Ex. 


- 3 4 : . 2 


— a —__ 


nk . 
Sweetiſſa and Margery. 


Sweet. If ever you had known what it was to love, 
Margery, you would not have wonder'd how [I 
could prefer a Man to his Maſter. 

Mar. ] ſhould not have wonder'd indeed, if your 
young Squire had been like moſt young Country 


_ *Squires; but he's a fine Gentleman, Sveetiſſa. 


Sweet. 
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Sweet, From ſuch fine Gentlemen, may my Stars 
deliver me, Margery. 

Mar. Well, I ſuppoſe you are afraid of being 
made jealous, by his running after other Women. 
Sweet. P' ſhaw, I ſhould not think him worth be- 

ing jealous of: He runs after every Woman he 

ſees — and yet I believe ſcarce knows what a 

Woman is. — Either he has more Affection than 

Deſire; or more Deſire than Capacity. Oh! 

Margery, when I was in London with Madam, I 

have ſeen ſeveral ſuch Sparks as theſe; ſome of 

them would attempt making Love too——Nay, I 

have had ſuch Lovers; but I cou'd never find one 


of them that would ſtand it out. 
AI R. 8. (Beſſy Bell.) 


In long Pig-tails, and ſhining Lace, 
Our Eeaux ſet out a Vooing; 

Te Widows never ſhew them grace, 
But laugh at their pur ſuing. 

But let the Daw that ſhines ſo bright, 
Of borrow'd Plumes bereft be; 

Alas! poor Dame —how naked's the ſight, 

Towll find there's nothing left ye. 


Oh! Margery, there's more in Robin's little Fin- 
ger than in a Beaux's whole Body. 

Mar. But does not your Conſcience touch you 
to marry Robin, when you know what a Rogue he is, 
and how he has cheated Maſter. 
__ Sweet, P'ſhaw, if we were not to marry Rogues, 

there is an end of all great Matches: It is to his 
Roguery he owes his Riches——And to his Riches 
he owes my Love. FG A 


th | | AIR. 
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AI R. 9. (Why ſhou'd not I Love my Love?) 


Sweet. Why ſhould not T love Robin? 
And why ſhould not Bob love me? 
Mar. I bile every one elſe be is fobbing, 
Do ft think he'll be honeſt to thee, 
Sweet. F hat tho' my Maſter he cheats, 
His Miſtreſs ſhares what he gains; 
And whilſt I am taſting the ſweets, 
The Devil take her who complains, 
Mar. But ſhould be be taken indeed, 
Ah! think what a ſhame it would be 
To ſee your Love dragg'd out of Bed, 
And then in a Cart to the Tree. 
Sweet. Let Halters tie up the poor Cheat, 
ho only deſerves to be hang d. 
The Wit who can get an Eſtate, | 
Has ſtill too much Vit to be hang d. 8 


tl 
1 
V 
1 
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SCENE. YL 


Robin and Sweetiſſa. 


AIR 10. (Maſquerade Minuet.) 


Rob. Ob ! my Sweetiſſa, 
| Give me a Kiſs-a, 
Of what a Bliſs-a. 
To bebold your Charms, 
My Eyes with gazing, 
Are ſet a blazing. 
k: Sweet, Come then, and quench them within my Arms. 


** : Rob : 
_ , 
+ BY 4 P 
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Rob. Oh! my Sweetiſſa, thou art ſtraighter than 
the ſtraighteſt Tree——Sweeter than the ſweeteſt 
Flower — thy Hand is white as Milk, and as 
warm; thy Breaſt is as white as Snow, and as cold: 
Thou art, to ſum thee up, at once, an Olio of 
Perfections, or in other words, a Garden of Bliſs, 
which my Soul delights to walk in— h! Iwill 
take ſuch Strides about thy form, ſuch vaſt, ſuch 
mighty Strides. 

Sweet, Oh! Robin — it is impoſſible to tell thee 
| How much I Love thee, as it is to tell -how 
much Water there is in the Sea. 

Rob. My dear Sweetiſſa, had I the Learning of 
the Author of that Opera Book in the Parlour 
Window, I could not make a Simile to my Love. 

Sweet. Be aſſur'd, there ſhall be no Love loſt 
between us. e | 


AIR. 11. (Young Damon once.) 


When mutual Paſion hath poſſeſt, 
With equal Flame each amorous Breaſt. 
How ſweet's the rapturons Bliſs £ 
hile each with ſoft Contention flrive, 
Which higheſt extaſies ſhall give, 
Or be more mad with Bliſs. 


Rob. Oh! my Sweetifſa, how impatient am I 
till the Parſon hath ſtitch'd us together, then my 
Dear, nothing but the Sciflars of Fate ſhould 
ever cut us aſunder — adieu my Dear mult go 
whet my Knives; by that time the Parſon will 
be returned from Courſing—and we will be mar- 
ried this Morning — Oh! Sweetiſſa, it is eaſter to 
tell thee how much Water there 1s in the deepeſt 
Well, than to tell thee how I love. 

Sweet. Or to Fathom the depth of a Woman's 
_ Conſcience than to tell thee mine 


G2 Rob. 
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Rob. Mine is as deep as the Knowledge of Phy- 
ſicians. x FE | 
Sweet. Mine as the Projects of Stateſmen. 
Rob. Mine as the Virtue of Whores. 
Sweet, Mine as the Honeſty of Lawyers. 
Rob. Mine as the Generofity of an Uſurer, 
Sweet. Mine as the Piety of Prieſts. 
Rob. Mine as—as— as I know not what. 


AIR 12. (All in the Downs.) 


Would you have Love in Words diſplay'd, 
A Language muſt be coin'd to tell; 
No Word for juch a Paſton made, 
Tor no one ever lov'd ſo well. 
Nothing, no nothing is like my Love for you; 
And ſo my Deareſt, and ſo my Deareſt, 


And, my Dear, adieu. 


SCENE VII. 
Sweetiſſa and Margery. 


Sweet. Oh! my Margery, if this Fit of Love 
continues, how happy ſhall 1 be? | 


Mar. 1 wou'd not have you build too much on 
the Promiſes which Men make before-hand; for a 
certain old Author ſays, Men are fail. 

Sweet. Very true; but as the Poet ſays, There is 
a Difterence in Men. | 45 
Mar. Still another Poet ſays, There are nine bad 
ones to one good one. 

Sweet. Granting even that why may not 
mine be that Tythe-Sheep? In a Lottery, where 
there are nine Blanks to a Prize, every one ex- 
pects that Prize for their own Ticket. 


Mar. 
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Mar. Love is indeed like a Lottery, becauſe .it 
draws us into an almoft certain Loſs, by the 
Allurement of uncertain Gain.-— But then it is 
not like a Lottery, becauſe in every thing elſe it 
is very unlike one. | 

H weet. I take Love to be like a Meſs of Peaſe 
Porridge, where, tho' there are ſome bad Peaſe, 
there are more good ones ; but then it is unlike a 

| Meſs of Peaſe Porridge, becauſe there is a diffe- 
rence between a Man and Pea; you may know a 
Pea by its outſide, you can't a Man. | 
Mar. Love is like an Olio. 

Sweet. Rather like a Diſh of Soup-Meagre. 

Mar. Not very unlike Potatoes, 

Sweet. How! | 

Mar. Becauſe People live moſtly upon them 
in a Cottage. | 

Sweet. In ſhort, it's like every thing. 

Mar. And like nothing at all. 


AIR 13, (Ye Nymphs and Sylvian Gods.) 


Sweet. How odd a thing is Love, 
Which the Poets fain wou'd prove 
To be this and that, | 
And the Lord knows what 
Like all things below and above. 
But believe a Maid, | 
Skilld enough in the Trade 
Its Myſteries to explain. 
 _*Ts a pleaſing Dart, 
That tickles the Heart, 
And tho' it gives Smart, 
Does Foy impart, 
Which largely requites all the Pain. 


Mar. Oh! my Dear, whilſt you have been 
ſinging, ſee what I have diſcover'd. 


Sweet. 
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Sweet. It's a Woman's Hand, and not my own. 
*Reads.] Oh! my Margery, now am I undone in- 
eceed— Robin is faulty, he has lain with, and 
left our Suſan. 
Mar. Ho] x 
Sweet. This Letter comes from her to upbraid 
him with it. Sect | 
Mar, Then you have reaſon to thank your Stars 
for this timely Diſcovery. What wou'd it avail 
you to have found it out when you were married 
to him? When you had been his Wife, what 
wou'd it have profited you to have known he had 
another? | 
Sweet. True, true, Margery, when once a Wo- 
man is married, tis too late to diſcover Faults. 


AIR 14. (Redhouſe.) 


Te Virgins who wou'd marry 
E're you chuſe be warry, 
If you'd not miſcarry, 
Be inclin'd to doubting. 
Examine well your Lover, 
His V ices to diſcover, 
With Caution con him over, 
And turn quite inſide out him. 
But Wedding paſt, 
The Stocking caſt, 
. The Gueſts all gone, 
* The Curtain drawn ; 
Be benceforth blind, 


Be ever kind, 


5 And find no Faults about him. 


Sweet. Oh! Margery, J am reſolv'd never to ſee 
1 ohn more. 5 ; 
Mar. Keep that Reſolution, and you'll be happy. 
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SCENE VIII. 
Robin ſolus. 


Rob, How truly does the Book ſay, — Hours 
to Men in Love are Years! Oh! for a Shower of 
Kain, to ſend the Parſon home from Courſing, be- 
fore the canonical Hours are over. Ha! what 
Paper is this— the Hand of our William is on 
the Superſcription— To Mrs. Sweetiſſa- 
hoping that you are not quite De-ter-m-i-n-e-d, 
determined to marry Robin, this comes to let 
you know. Ill read no more, can there be 
ſuch Falſhood in Mankind ;— I find Footmen 
are as great Rogues as their Maſters; and hence- 
forth FI took for no more Honeſty under a Livery 
than an embroider'd Coat —— But let me ſee 
again. To let you know I'm ready to fulfil my 
Promiſe to you. Ha! ſhe too is guilty —. 
Chambermaids are as bad as their Ladies: And 
the whole World is one Neſt of Rogues. 


AIR 15. (Black Joak.) 4 


The more we know of human Kind, 
The more Deceits and Tricks you'll find, 
In ev'ry Land as well as Wales, 

For would you ſee no Roguery thrive, 
Upon the Mountains you muſt live; 
For Rogues abound in all the V ales. f 
The Maſter and the Man will nick, | f 
The Miſtreſs and the Maid will trick; 
For Rich and Poor, | | 
Are Rogue and Whore, 
There's not one boneſt Man in a Score 
Nor Woman true in Twenty Four, 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
Robin and John. 


Rob. Oh! John, thou beſt of Friends: Come to 
my Arms, for thy Sake Iwill ſtill believe there is 
one honet——one honeſt Man in the World. 
| * What means our Robin? | 


ob. Oh! my Friend, Sweetiſſa's falſe, and Pm 


undone let this Letter explain the reſt. 
Fohn. Ha! and is Villian at the Bottom of all 


Our William, who us d to rail againſt Women and 


Matrimony, Oh *tis too true what our Parſon 
ſays, there's no Belief in Man. 
Rob. Nor Women either, — Fob, art thou my 
Friend? 
Fobn. When did Robin ask me what I have not 
done?-— Have I not left my Horſes undreſt to 
whet thy Knives? Have I not left my Stable un- 


clean'd to clean thy Spoons; and even the Bay 


Stone Horſe unwatered to waſh thy Glaſſes ? 
ob. Then thou ſhalt carry a Challenge for me 
to V Uuliam. . 

Fobn. Oh! Robin, conſider what our Parſon ſays, 
we muſt not revenge, but forget and forgive. 

Rob. Let our Parſon ſay what he wil-— 
when did he himſelf forgive? Did he for- 
give Gaffer Fobſon's having wrong'd him of two 
Cocks of Hay in five Load? Did he forgive Gam- 
mer Sowgrunt, for having wrong'd him of a-Tyth 
Pig ?— Did he. forgive Suſan Foul-month, for tel- 
ling him he lov'd the Cellar better than his Pul- 
pit? No, no, let him preach up Forgive- 
neſs—he forgives no body.— 80 PII follow his 
Example, and not his Precepts: — Had he hit 
me a ſlap in the Jaw, I could have put it up 


Had he ſtole a Silver Spoon, and laid the Blame 
5 on 


nie to od A 
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on me tho' T'd been turn'd away, I cou'd 
have forgiven him. But to try to rob me of my 
Love — that — that, our John, I never can 
forgive. 


AIR 16. (Tipling Fohn,) 


The Dog his Bit 
Vill often quit 
A Battle to eſchew. 
The Cock his Corn 
Vill leave in Barn, 
Another Cock in View. 
One Man will eat 
Another's Meat | 
And no Contention's ſeen + 
Since all agree 
Tis beſt to be, | 
Tho hungry, in a whole Skin, 


2.) 
But ſhould 3 5 
Hi, Miſtreſs 8 1 
A Rival move his Suit, 
He quits bis Fears, 
And by the Ear 
| They fall together to't, 
A Rival ſhocks © 
Men, Dogs and Cocks, 
And makes the Gentl'eſt froward : 
He who won't fight 
For Miſtreſs bright, 
Is ſomething wor ſe than Coward. 


Fobn. Nay, to ſay the Truth, thou haft Reaſon 

on thy Side; fare thee well, III go deliver 

thy Meſſage, — and thou ſhalt find I will behave 
myſelf like a Fel/man and thy Friend. 


D SCENE 


bim 


— 2 
— 
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SCENE KX. 
Robin ſolus. 


Rob. Now, were it not for the Sin of Self. mur- 


| der, would I go hang myſelf at the next Tree — 


Yes, Sweetiſſa, I would hang myſelf, and haunt 


thee. Oh! Woman, Woman! is this the Return 


yon- make true Love; no Man is ſure of his 
Miſtreſs *till he has gotten her with Child. A 
Lover ſhou'd act like a Boy at School, who ſpits 
in his Porridge, that no one may take it from 

ſhould William have been before-hand 


with me oh! 


— 


SCEME XI 
Robin and Sweetiſſa. 
Sweet. Oh! the Perjury of Men 'I find Dreams do 


not always go by contraries; for I dreamt laſt 
Night that I ſaw our Robin married to another. 


[A long Silence, and walking by one 
another, ſhe burſts out a crying] 


Rob. Your Crying won't do, Madam, I can 


tell you that; I have been your Fool long enough 


——T have been cheated by your Tears too often 
to believe *ﬀm any: longer. | | | 


Sweet. Oh! barbarous, perfidious, cruel Wretch ! 
oh! I ſhall break my Heart 0h 
Rob. No, no, your Heart is like a green Stick, 
ou may bend it, but not break it; it will bend 
ike a Willow, and twiſt round any one, 


Sweet, 


( 
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Sweet. Monſter! Monſter! 
Rob. Better Language would ſhew better Breed- 
2 42 


Alx 17. (Hedge-Lane.) 
Rob. Indeed my Dear, with Sigh and Tear 


Tour point you will not carry ; 
Id rather eat the Offal Meat 
| Than others Leavings marry, 
Sweet. Villain! well you would conceal 
Tour Falſhood by ſuch Catches 
Alas! too true I've been to you, 
Thou very Wretch of Wretches : 
Well you know what I might do, 
Would. T but, with young Maſter. 
Rob. Pray be ſtill, ſince by our Will 
Tow're now with Child of Baſtard, 
Sweet. [with Child? 
Rob. Tes, yon with Child? 
Sweet. TI with Child, you Villain? 
Rob. Jes, you Madam. you _ 3 
Are now with Child by William. 


It is equal to me with whom you play your 
pranks, and I'd as lieve be my Maſter's Cuckold 
as my Fellow Servant*'s— nay, rather, for I could 
make him pay for't. 1 18 | 

Sweet. Oh! moſt inhuman ! doſt thou not expect 
the Ceiling to fall down on thy Head for ſo noto- 
rious a Lie? doſt thou believe in the Bible? doſt 
thou believe there's ſuch a thing as the Devil? doſt 
thou believe there's ſuch a Place as Hell? 

Rob. Les, I do, Madam, and you will find there 
is ſuch a Place to your Coſt. Oh! Sweetiſſa, 


Sweetiſſa, that a Woman could hear herſelf ask d 
in Church to one Man, when ſhe knew ſhe had to 
do with another, | 75 


D 2 Sweet, 
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Sweet, I had to do with another? 
Rob. You, Madam, you. 
Sweet. I had to do with Vill? 

| Rob, Yes, yes, you had to do with Vill. 


AIR 18. (Lord Biron's Maggot.) 


Sweet. Sure nought ſo diſaſtrous can Woman befal, 
As to be a good Virgin, and thought none at all; 
Had William but pleas'd me, . 
It never had teaz'd me 
To bear a forſaken Man bawl : 
But from you this Abuſe, 
For whoſe Sake and whoſe Uſe, 
Poe ſafe cork'd my Maiden head up; 
How muft it ſhock my Ear! 
For what Wonian can bear, 
To be calPd a vile Drunkard, 
And told of the Tankard, 
Before ſhe had ſwallow'd a Cup. 


Rob. Oh: Sweetifſa, Sweetiſſa, well thou knoweſt, 
that wert thou true, Pd not have ſold thee for five 
hundred Pounds. But why do I argue with an 
ungrateful Woman, who 1s not only falſe, but 
triumphs in her Falſhood? Oh! Sweetiſſa,- the 
very Andirons thou didft rub, before thou wert 
preter'd to wait on thy Lady, have not more Braſs 


in them than thy Forehead. 


Sweet. Oh! Robin, the great Silver Candleſticks in 


thy Cuſtody are not more Hollow than thou art 


Rob. Oh! Sweetiſſa, the Paint, nay, the Eye- 


| brows that thou putteſt on thy Miſtreſs, are not 


more falſe than thou, | 
Sweet. Thou haſt as many Miſtreſſes as there are 
Glaſſes on thy Side-boare. 
Rob. And thou Lovers as thy Miſtreſs has Patches. 
* Speet. If J have, you will have but a ſmall _ 
| * 5 
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Rob. The better my Fortune, — to loſe a Wife i 

when you have had her, is to get out of Misfor- 

tune; to loſe one before you get her, is to eſcape 

it, eſpecially if it be one that ſome-body has had 

before you. He that marries pays the Price of 
Virtue; Whores are to be had cheaper. 


AI R. 19. (Do not ask me.) 
A Woman's Ware, like China, 


Now cheap, now dear, is bought, ö 
When whole tis worth a Guinea, 
When broke not worth a Groat, 


2, 


A Woman at St. James's 

For Guineas you obtain; 
But ſtay till fall'n ber fame is, 
 5She'll be Cheap at Drury-Lane. 


— 
1 6 — 


SCENE XII. 
Sweetiſſa and Margery. 


Sweet. Ungrateful! barbarous Wretch 
Mar. What is the Matter? | 
Sweet, Oh! Margery, Robin ! | 
Mar. What more of him? | 
Sweet. Oh! worſe than you can imagine, worſe | 
than I could have dreaded — Oh! he has ſullied | 
my Yume. -: | 
Mar. How, your Virtue ! 
Sweet, Yes; Margery, that Virtue which I kept 
Jock'd up as in a Cupboard—that very Virtue he 
haas abuſed, he has barbarouſly inſinuated web no 
e | . e irtue 
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Virtue at all — Oh I could have born any Fate 


but this — I that would have carried a Knapſack 
thro the World, — fo that my Virtue had been 


Fafe within it; — I that would have rather been 
the pooreſt Man's Wife, than the richeſt Man's 


Whore to be call'd the Miſs of a Footman, that 
would not be the Miſs of a King, OAT 
Mar. It is a melancholy Thing indeed, 
Sweet. Oh! Margery, Mendo not ſufficiently un- 
derſtand the Value of Virtue. — Even Footmen 
learn to go a whoring with their Maſters, and 


Virtue will ſhortly be of no Uſe but to ſtop Bottles. 


AIR 20. (Twede Side.) 


What Woman her Virtue will keep 
When nought by ber Virtue ſhe gains? 

While ſhe lulls her ſoft Paſfion aſleep 
She's thought but a Fool for ber pains. 

Since Valets who learn their Lords Wit, 
Our Virtue a Bawble can Call, 

Why ſhould we our Ladies Steps quit, 
Or have any Virtue at all, 


TT 


[ Ex. 
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{ 
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| Owen and Molly. 
Ow. Y dear Molly, let not the Reflection 


on my paſt Gaities give thee any un- 
eaſineſs; be aſſured I have been long tired of Va- 


riety ; and I find after all the changes I have run 


thro', both of Women and Cloaths, a Man hath 
need of no more than one Woman, and one Suit 
at a time. 


o 


Als 21, (Greenwood Tree.) 


To wanton Pleaſures, roving Charms, 

J bid a long adieu; 
While wrapt within my Molly's. Arms, 

J find enough in you. 
By Houſes this, by Hor ſes that, 

By Cloaths a Third's undone; 
While this abides, a ſecond rides, 

The third can wear but one. 


Molly. My dear I will believe thee, and am 


reſoly'd from this time forward to run all the Ha- 
zards of Life with thee-—let thy rich Parents, or 
my poor Parents ſay what they will: Let us 


henceforth have no other deſire than to make one 
another Parents, 


Sw. 


— 
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Ow. With all my heart, my Dear, and the ſooner 
we begin to love, the ſooner we ſhall be ſo. 
Molly. Begin to love! alas, my Dear, is it now 
to begin? | | 
Ow. Not the Theory of Love, my Angel, — 
| to that I have been long an Apprentice; fo long 
that I now deſire to ſet up my Trade. "i 
Molly Let us to the Parſon.— am as willing 
to be marry'd as thou art. 2 
| Ow. Why the Parſon, my Dear ? : 
\ Molly. We can't be marry'd without him. 
Ow. No; but we can love without him; and 
| what have we to do with Marriage while we can 
| love ? — And thoſe are happieſt who arrive at 
f Love without travelling thro' it. 


1 AIR 22. (Dimi Caro.) 


 Deareff Charmer, 

l VPill you ftill bid me tell, 

M hat you diſcern ſo well. 

| | By my expiring Sighs ? 

| My doating Eyes. | 

j Look thro the inſtructive Grove, 

[ Each object prompts to Love; 
Hear hom the Turtles coo, 

All Nature tells you what to do. 


Molly. Too well J underſtand you now; no, no, 
however dirty the Road of Marriage be, I will to 
love no other way— alas! There 1s no other way 
but one--and that is dirtier ſtill none travel thro' 
it without ſullving their Reputations beyond the 
Poſſibility of cleaning. I 

Ow, When Cleanlineſs is out of Faſhion, who 
wou'd deſire to be clean? And when Ladies of 

Quality appear with dirty Reputations, why 
ſhould you fear a little Spot on yours? 


Molly. 
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_ Molly. Ladies of Quality may wear bad Repu- 
fations as well as bad Cloaths, and be admird in 
both. —— But Women of Tower Rake muſt be 
decent; or they will be defpis'd, for 0 Woman can 
yaſs without one good Quality, unleſs the be 4 
oman: of very great Quality. 1 | 
Ov. You judge too ſeverely. — Nature never 
prompts us to a_real Crime; it is the Impoſition of 
2 Prieſt, not Nature's Voice, Which bars us from 
a Pleaſure allow'd to every Creature but Man; 
but do I thus ſtrive to convince thee by Argu- 
ments of what thou art ſufficiently certain? why 
ſhould I refute your Tongue, when your fond 
Eyes refute it ? | 


AIR 23. (Canny Boatman) 


How can I triift your Words preciſe, 
My ſoft Deſires denying? 
When OH! I read within your Eyes, 
Tour tender Heart complying ; 
Tour Tongue may cheat, 
And with Deceit 
Tour ſofter Wiſhes cover, 
But oh] your Eyes 
Know no Diſguiſe, 
Nor ever cheat your Lover. 


Molly. Away, falſe, perjur'd, barbarous, Wretch! 
is this the Love you have for me, to- undo me, to 
ruin me? | 3 | 

Ow. Oh! Do not take on thee thus my dear 
Molly; I wou'd ſooner ruin my ſelf than thee. 

Molly. Ay, ſo it a 8 785 Oh! Fool that I was, 
to think thou couldſt be conſtant, who haſt ruin'd 
ſo many Women; to think thou ever did ſt intend 
to marry me, who has long been practiſed in the 
Arts of ſeducing our Sex; 1 I will _—_ 

CA thin 
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think it poſſible for Butter to come when the 
Witch is in the Churn — for Hay to dry in the 
Rain, for Wheat to ripen at Chriſtmas, for Cheeſe 
to be made without Milk — for a Barn to be free 
from Mice, for a Warren to be free from Rats, for a 


Cherry Orchard to be free from Blackbirds, or for 
a Churchyard to be free from Ghoſts, than for a 
young Man to be free from Falſhood. 


Ow. Be not enrag'd, my ſweeteſt Dear; let me 


kiſs away thy Paſſion. 


Molly, Avaunt — a Blight is in thy Kiſs— thy 
Breath is the Wind of Wantonneſs, and Virtue 
cannot grow near thee. 


AI 24. (I range around.) 
Since you ſo baſe and faitbleſs be, 
And wou'd — without marrying me: 


A Maid Tl go to Plato's Shore, 
Nor think of Men or Marriage more. 


Ow. You'll repent that Reſolution before 2 
alf 


get half way — ſhell go pout, and pine away 


an Hour by herſelf, then relapſe into a Fit of 
Fondneſs, and be all my own, a 


AIR 25. (Cloe is falſe.) 


- Women in vain Love's powerful Torrent 
With unequal Strength oppoſe, 
Reaſon awhile may ſtem the ſtrong Current, 
Love flill at laft her Soul o erflows. 
Pleaſure inviting, | 
Pa ſſions exciting, 
Her Lover char ms her, 
Of Pride di ſarms her, 
Down ſhe goes. ¶Exeun t 


e 
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SCENE IL 
The Field. 
Enter Robin, Walkin John, Thomas, 


Will. Here's as Proper a Place as can be for our 
- Buſineſs. 
Rob. The ſooner the better. 
Fobn, Come Thomas, thou and I will not be idle. 
bo, Ill take a knock or two for LO with all 


my heart, 


Al R 26. (Britons ſtrike Home.) 


Will. Rok, Come on, come on, come on, 
as ſoon as you pleaſe. 
Rob, Will, Twill hit thee a ſlap in the, 
| Slap in tbe, ; ſap? in the Face, Kc. 


WH -- - World, wou'd I could ſee't, 
| I wou'd with both Feet 
> Give thee ſuch a Kick by the _ 
Rob. If you dare, Sir, do. 
Will. Why do not, Sir, you? 
Rob. Tm ready, I'm read 7. 
Will. And ſo am I too. 


Tho. You muſt fight to ſome other Tune, or on 
will never aght at all. 


Enter Suſan, 


Suſ. What are you doing, you ſet of lazy Rat 
cals? Do vou conſider my Maſter will be at home 
E 2 within 


viyng it away to your own Family, eſpecially to 
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within theſe two Hours, and find nothing ready 
for his Supper? 3 ; 

Will. Let Maſter come when he will — if he 
keeps Robin, I am free to go as ſoon as he pleaſes, 
Robin and I will not live in one Houſe together. 

Suſ. Why, what's the Matter? | 
| Rob. He wanted to getmy Miſtreſs from me 


that's all, £3 


Vill. You lie, Sirrah, you lie. 
Rob. And you lie. 
Vill. And I ſay you lie again. 
Rob. The Devil take the greateft Liar, I ſay. 


A IR 27. (Mother quoth Hodge.) 


Suſ. Ob ! Fie upor't, Robin, Ob ! fie upon't, Will, 
With Language like this, what Scullion defames ? 
*Twere better your Tongues ſhould ever lie ftill 
Than always be ſcolding, aud calling ill Names. 

ill. 'Twas he that Lies 
Did firft devi ſe; 
The firſt Words were bis, and the laſt ſhall be mine, 


Rob. Ton kiſs my — Dog. 
Will. Tou > 4 by Dog. ” 
Rob. — Loggerbead. 
Will. Blockbead. 
ob. — — Fool. 
Will. — — | Fox, 
Rob. — — HSwine. 


Will. Sirrah, Pl make you repent you ever 
quarre!'d with me — I will tell your Maſter of 
two Silver Spoons you ſtole— I'll diſcover your 
Tricks your ſelling Glaſſes, and pretend- 


ing the Froſt broke them Making Maſter 
brew more Drink than he needed, and then gi- 


feed 


1 n 
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feed the great ſwoln Belly of that fat- gutted Bro- 
ther of yours, who gets drunk twice a day at 
Maſter's Expences. 
Rob. Ho, ho, ho, and js this all? a 
Wil. No, Sirrah, that's not all — then there's 
your filing the Plate, and when it was found ligh- 
ter, pretending that it waſted in cleaning; and 
your Bills for Tutty and Rottenſtone, when you 
uſed nothing but poor Whiting Sirrah, you 
have been fuch a Rogue, that you have ſtole a- 


bove half my Maſter's Plate, and ſpoil'd the 


. 

Suſ. Fie upon't F'illiam, what have we to do 

with Maſter's Loſſes? he is rich, and can afford it 

— don't let us quarrel among our ſelves 
Let us ſtand by one another for let me 
tell you, if Matters were to be too nicely exa- 
min'd into, I am afraid it would go hard with us 
all — vwiſe Servants always ſtick cloſe to one 
another, like Plumbs in a Pudding that is over 
wetted— ſays Suſan the Cook. 

John. Or Horſes in a Stable that's on fire, ſays 
John the Groom. | 
| Tho, Or Grapes upon a Wall, ſays Thomas the 
Gardiner. 


Suſ. Every Servant ſhould be Sauce for his Fel- 


low-ſervant—— As Sauce diſguiſes the Faults of a 


Diſh, fo ſhould he theirs Oh ! William, 


were we all to have our Deſerts we ſhould be fine- 
ly roaſted indeed, 


Al 
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AIR 28. (Dame of Honour.) | 


A wiſe Man others faults conceals, 
His own to get more clear of 
While Folly, all ſhe knows reveals, 
Sure what ſhe does to hear of. 
The Parſon and the Lawyer's blind 
Each to his Brother's erring, | 
For ſhowd you ſearch, he knows you'd find 
No Parrel the better Herring. 


AIX 29. (We have cheated the Parſon.) 


Rob. Here ſtands honeſt Bob, who ne er in's Life 
Was known to be guilty of Faction or Strife. 
But Oh ! what can 
Appeaſe the Man 
Who'd rob me of both my Place and my Wife ? 


Will. If you prove it, I'll be hang d, that's 


fair. 
Rob. I've that in my Pocket will make it ap- 
pear. 

Vill. ———Prithee, what? 

Rob. — —— Ask you that, | 
when you know you have written aginſt me ſo pat. 


Here's your Hand, tho' there's not your Name to 


it; is not this your Hand, Sir? 
Will. J don't think it worth my while to tell 
you whether *tis or no. | ; 
Rob. Was it not enough to try to ſupplant me 
in my Place, but you muſt try to get my 
Miſtreſs? ” 
Will. Your Miſtreſs, any Man may have your 
Miſtreſs, that can outbid you; for it is very well 


known you never had a Miſtreſs without paying 
for ker. 


Roh. 
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Rob. But perhaps you may find me too cun- 


ning for you, and while you are attempting my 
place you may loſe your own. 


Als 30. (Hark, the Cocks crowing,) 


Will. When Maſter thinks fit, 
. Jam ready to quit 
A Place I ſo little regard, Sir; 
For while thou art here 
No Merit muſt eer 
Expe& to find any Reward, Sir. 
The Groom that is able 55 
To manage his Stable 
Of Places enough need not doubt, Sir; 
But you my good-Brother 
Will ſcarce get another, 


If Maſter fhow'd e er turn you out, Sir. 


Suſ. If you can't be Friends without it, you 
had beſt ficht it out once for all. 

Will. Ay, ay, ſo ſay I. | 

Rob. No, no, I am for no fighting; it is but a 
Word and a Blow with Villiam, he wou'd ſet the . 
whole Pariſh together by the Ears if he cou'd; 
and *tis very well known what Difficulties I have 
been put to, to make Peace in it. 

Vill. I ſuppoſe Peace-making, is one of the, 
ſecret Services you have done Maſter; — —— _ 
for they are ſuch Secrets, that your Friend the, 
Devil can hardly diſcover ;— And whence doth 
your Peace-making ariſe, but from your Fear of 
getting a black Eye, or bloody Noſe in the Squab- 
ble? for if you could ſet the whole Pariſh a boxing, 
without boxing your ſelf, it is well known you 
wou'd do it, Sirrah, Sirrah;— Had your Love for 
the Tenants been the Occaſion of your Peace- 
making, as you call it, you would not be always 

making 
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making Maſter ſo hard upon tirem im every Court 
Eeet, and prevent him giving them the fat Oz at 

Chriftmaſs, on pretenee of good Husbandry. 
Su. Oh fie! Villiam, pray let me be the Me. 
diator betwixt you. LY 

Rob. Ay, ay, let Suſan be the Mediator. | 
Tl refer my Cauſe to any one, it's equal 
to me. | | 

Will. No, no, I ſhall not refer an Affair, 
wherein my Honour is concermd, to a Wo- 
man. e 


AIR 31. (Of a noble Rare wis Shenkin.) 


Good Madam Cook the greaſy, 
Pray leave your ſaucy Bawlixg, 
To make Pot boil ” 
Be all your Toit, 
For that's your proper Calling. 
With Men as wiſe as Robin 
A Female Tongue may paſs, Sir; 
For where th' Grey Mare 
E th better Horſe; there ON 
The Horſe is but an A, Sir: Exit. 


Fuſ. Saucy Fellow: 
Tho. I ſuppoſe he is gone to inform - Maſter 
inſt you. | ** Ret. 

Rob. Let him go, I at” tbo much in Favour 
with Madam to fear any Miſchief he can make with 
Maſter—and hear k ee, bettreen you and I, Madam 
won't ſuffer me to beturnd out; yon heard illiam 
upbraid me with ſtealing the Beer fer my own Fa- 
mily, but ſhe: knows half of it hath gone to her 
own private Cellar, where ſne and the'Parſon ſit 
and drink, and meditate Ways to propagate Re- 


ligion in the Parifh. 
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art Suſ. Don't ſpeak againſt Madam, Robin, ſhe is 


at i an exceeding good Woman to her own Ser- 
vants.— 5 


le- Rob. Ay, ay, to us upper Servants. We that 
| keep the Keys fare well enough; and for the reſt, 
— let them ſtarve for Robin. It's the Way of the 
al Bi World, Suſan : The Heads of all Profeſſions 
I thrive, the other ſtarve. | 
ir, Alx 32. (Pierot's Tune.) 
0- Great Courtiers Palaces contain, 
While ſmall ones fear the Fail; 
Great Perſons riot on Champaigne, 
Small Perſons fot on Ale. 
Great Whores in Coaches gang, 
Smaller 1 7 
With their Kiſſes 
Are in Bridewell bang d; 
While in vogue 
Live the great Rogues | 
Small Rogues are by Dozens hang d. 
Exit with Thomas, 


Enter Sweetiſſa to Suſan. 
Sweet. Oh ! brave Suſan, what, you are reſolv'd 


t. to keep open doings: When a Woman goes out 
of the Precin&s of Virtue, ſhe never knows 

- where to ſtop. | * 

er AIR 33. (Country Garden.) 

| | V irtue within a Woman's Heart 

By Nature's Hand is ram d in; 

h There muſt be kept by ſteady Art, 

* Like Vater when tis dam d in. 

and But the Dam once broken, 

# Paſt all revoking, 

8 Virtue flyes off in a Minute; 

it | Like a River left, 

if | f Water bereft, 


Each Man may venture in it. 


[ | | F Suf 
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Suſ. —T hope you will pardon my want of Ca- 
pacity, Madam, but I don't know what you mean, 
Sweet. Your Capacity is too capacious, Madam, 
Suſ. Your Method of talking, Madam, is 
ſomething too dark. | 
Sweet. Your Method of acting isdarker, Madam. 
Suſ. I dare appeal to the whole World for the 
Juſtification of my Actions, Madam. And I 
defy any one to ſay, my fame is more ſully'd 
than my Plates—— Madam. Fe 
Sweet. Your Pots you mean, Madam 
you are like any Plates, Madam 


If 
it is Soop 


Plates, which any Man may put his Spoon into. 


Suſ. Me, Madam. 
Sweet. You, Madam. 
| AIR 34. (Dainty Davy.) 
Suſ. hat the Devil mean you, thus 
Scandal ſattering, 
Me beſpattering; 
Dirty Slut and ugly Puſs, 
What can be your Meaning? 
Sweet Had you, Madam, not forgot 
When with Bob— you know what; 
Surely. Madam, you wou'd not 
Twice inquire my Meaning. 3 
There read that Letter, and be ſatisfy'd how 
baſe you have been to a Woman, to whom you 


have profeſs'd a Friendſhip, 


Snſ. What do you mean by offering me a Let- 
ter to read, when you know ? 
Sweet. When I know you writ it, Madam. 

Si ſ. When you know I can neither write nor Ma- 
dam read, it was my Parents Fault, not mine, that 
gave me nota better Education; and if you had not 
been taught to write, you wou'd have been no 
more able to write than my ſelf, . tho? you 
barbarouſly upbraid me with what is not my Fault. 
Sweet. How! and is it poſſible you can neither 
read nor write? $n/. 


w. HT) 
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Suſe Poſſible! Why ſhould it be impoſſible for a 
Servant not to be able to write, when ſo many 
Gentlemen can't ſpell ? 

Sweet. Here is your Name to a Love Letter, 
which is directed to Robin; wherein you complain 


ol his having left you, after he had enjoy'd you. 


Suſ. Enjoy'd me! 

Sweet, It is ſo, I aſſure you | 

Suſ. If ever I had any thing to ſay to Robin, 
but as one Fellow-Servant might ſay to another 
Fellow-Servant, may my Pot never boil again. 

Sweet, I am ſorry you cannot read, that you 


| might read Suſan Roaftmeat in plain Letters; and 


if you did not write it your ſelf, ſure the Devil 


muſt have writ it for you. 


u. IT think I have ſaid enough to fatisfy you, 
and as much as 1s conſiſtent with my Honour. 

Sweet. You have indeed, to ſatisfy me of your 
Innocence; nor do I think it inconſiſtent with 
my Honour, to aſſure you I am ſorry I faid what 
I did ; which I do, and humbly ask your Pardon, 
Madam. | | 

Suſ. Dear Madam, an Acknowledgment from 
you js ſufficient: Oh! Sweetiſſa, had I been one 
of thoſe, 1 might haye had to do with my young 


7 Maſter * | 


Sweet. Nay, for that matter 'we might all have 
had to do with my young Maſter; that argues 
little in your Defence; but this J am aſſur'd of, 


If you cannot write at all, you did not write the 


Letter. | 
Aix 35. (Valentine's Day.) 
A Woman muſt her Honour ſave © 
While ſbe's a Virgin found, 
And be can hardly be a Knave 
hat is not worth a Pound. 
On Horſeback he that cannot ride 
On Horſeback did not rob, . 
=. And 
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And ſince a Pen you cannot guide, | 
Tou never wrote to Bob. [Exeunt. 
Enter Owen and Apſhones, | 
Apſho, I deſire not, Mr. Owen, that you wou'd 
marry my Daughter; I had rather ſee her married 


to one of her own Degree. I had rather have a 


Sett of fine healthy Grandchildren, than a poor 
puny Breed of half begotten Brats, that inherit 
the Diſeaſes as well as the Titles of their Parents. 
Owen. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, Mr. Apſhones, theſe are 
the narrow Sentiments of ſuch old Fellows as 
you, that have either never known, or forgotten 
the World;that think their Daughters are going out 
of the World, if they go five Miles from them; 
and had rather ſee them walk a-foot at Home, 
than ride in a Coach A broad. ; 
Apſpo. I would not ſee her ride in her Coach 
this Year, to ſee her ride in an Hearſe the next. 
Owen. You may never arrive at that Honour, 
good Hir. 5 
Apſho. I would not adviſe you to attempt bring - 


Ing any Diſhonour on us; — that may not be 1o 


ſafe as you imagine. 

Owen. So ſafe! : 

"Apſho. No, not ſo ſafe, Sir.— T have not 
loſt my Spirit with my Fortune; I am your Fa- 


ther's Tenant, but not his Slave; tho' you have 


ruin'd many poor Girls with Impunity, you may 
- For let me tell you, 
Sir, waoever brings Diſhonour on me ſhall 


bring Ruin on himſelf. 


Owen. Ha: ha! ha! Ss 

Apſho. I believe both Sir Owen and her Lady- 
ſhip too good People to ſuffer you in thoſe Practi- 
ces, were they acquainted with them; Sir Owen 


hath ſtill behav'd as the beſt of Landlords; he 


knows a Landlord ſhould protect, not prey on 


his Tenants, ſhould be the Shepherd, not 


| the 


n 
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the Wolf to hisFlock—but one would havethought 


you imagin'd we lived under that barbarous Cuſ- 
tom I have heard of, when the Landlord was en- 
titled to the Maidenheads of all his ' Tenant's 
Daughters. 5 
Owen. Ha! ha! Ha! Thou arta very ridiculous, 
comical, odd ſort of an old Fellow, faith. | 
 Apſho. *Tis very likely you and I may appear 
in the ſame Light to one another.— Your 
Dreſs wou'd have made as ridiculous a Figure in 
my young Days, as mine does 'now.— What is 
the Meaning of all that Plaiſtering upon your 
Wig, unleſs you wou'd inſinuate that your Brains 


lie on the outſide of your Heads. 
. Owen. Your Daughter likes our Dreſs, if you 


don't. | 
Apſho. I deſire you wou'd ſpare my Daughter, 


Sir; I ſhall take as much Care of her as I can, 


and if you ſhou'd prevail on her to her Ruin, be 
aſſur*d your Father's Eſtate ſhall not ſecure you 


from my Revenge; you ſhou'd find that the true 


Spirit of the Britiſh Liberty . acknowledges no 
Superior equal to Oppreſſion. . 

Owen. The true Spirit of Br:tz/h Liberty, ha, ha! 
Thou art not the firſt Father or Husband that has 
bluſter'd in this manner, and been afrerwards as 
quiet as a Lamb; he were a fine Gallant indeed, 
who wou'd be barr'd in the Purſuit of his Miſtreſs 
by the Threatnings of her Relations; not that I 
ſhould care to venture, if I thought the Fellow 
in earneſt ; but your Heroes in Words, are never 
ſo in Deeds. „„ 


Alx 36. (My Cloe, why do you flight me.) 


The Whore of Fame is jealous, 
' The Coward wou'd feem brave ; 
For we are ſtill moſt zealous, 
* What moſt we want to ſave, 

i 55 | ; 5 The 
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The Madman boaſts his Senſes, 
And he whoſe chief Pretence is 
To Liberty's Defence, is 
Too oft the greateſt Slave. 
End of the Second A CT. 


— 
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Sir Owen Smoaking. 
Owen. TJ HAT a glorious Creature was he 
who firſt diſcover'd the Uſe of To- 
bacco— The Induftrious retire from Buſineſs — 
the voluptuous from Pleaſure, —— the Lover from 
a cruel Miſtreſs — the Husband from a curs'd 
Wife, — and I from the World to my Pipe, 
AIR 37. (Free-Maſons Tune. 
The Soldier for Fame, | 
And a General's Name, 
In Battles gets many a Thwack © : 
Let who will have moſt, 
Fho will rule the roaſt, 
Give me but a Pipe of Tobacco. 
Tobacco gives Wit 8 
To the dulleft old Cit, 
And makes him of Politickscrack o; 
I The Lawyer 7th' Hall | 
Were not able to bawl, 
Were it not for a Pipe of Tobacco. 
The Man whoſe chief Glory © | 
Is telling a Story, 
If 7 ad never Pais at the knack 0', 
etween ever ng, 5 
And as I was 8 * 
Hie had'nt took aWhiff of Tobacco; 
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The Doctor who places 
Muck on in Embraces, 

And feels your Pul ſe running tick-tack of : 
Would — know his 25 Skill, ”_ 
It is only to feel, : 

And ſmoak a good Pipe of Tobacco, 

The Courtiers alone © 
To this Weed are not prone, | 

| Would you know what makes them ſo ſlack o. 
"Twas becauſe it inclin'd, 


To be honeſt the Mind, 
And therefore they baniſh'd Tobacco, 


SCENE H. 
Sir Owen. Lady. 

Lady. It is very hard, my Dear, that I muſt be 
an eternal Slave to my Family, that the Moment 
my back is turn'd every thing goes to Rack and 
Manger; that you will take no Care upon your 
ſelf, like a ſleepy good for nothing Drone as you 
are. 1 
Oven. My Wife is a very good Wife, only a 
little inclin'd to talking ; if ſhe had no Tongue, 
or I had no Ears, we ſhould be the happieſt Couple 
in PVales. . 

Lady. Sir Owen, Sir Owen, it is very well known 

what Offers I refus'd when I married you. 
Owen. Yes, my Dear, it is very well known in- 
deed— I have heard of it often enough in Con- 
ſcience—— But this Iam confident in— if you. 
had ever had a better Offer, you know your 
own Intereſt too well to have refus'd it. 

Lady. Ungrateful Man! — If I have ſhewn 
that I know the value of Money, it has been for 
your Intereſt as well as mine; and let me tell you 
Sir, when ever my Conſcience hath ſtrugled with 
my Intereſt, ſhe hath always got the better. 


Sir 


— 


OT 
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Sir. Why poſſibly it may be ſo for Tam ſure 
which-ever ſide your Tongue is of will get the 


better — And hark'ee, my Dear, I fancy your 


Conſcience, and your Tongue lie very near tege- 
ther — as for your Intereſt, it lies too near your 
Heart to have any intercourſe with your Tongue. 
Lady. Metiinks, Sir Owen, you ſhould be the laſt 
who reflected on me for ſcolding at your Servants. 

Sir. So I would, if you would not ſcold at me; 


— Vent your ill Nature on all the Pariſh, let me 


and my Tobacco alone, and I care not. But a ſcold- 
ing Wife to me is a walking Baſs-Viol out of Tune. 
ady. Sir, Sir, a drunken Husband is a bad Fid- 

dleftick to that Baſs-Viol, never able to put her 
into tune, or to play any Tune upon her— 

Sir. Aſcolding Wife is Roſin to that Fiddleſtick, 
continually rubbing it up to play, till it wears out. 

AIR 38. (Tenant of my own.) 
Of all bad ſorts of Wives 
I be Scolds are ſure the worſt, 

Vith a bum, drum, ſcum— hurry, ſcurry, ſcum. 

Vould I'd a Cuckold been, 

Eer I bad been ac ur ſt. With your bum, &c. 

Would he have curft Mankind, | +a 

n drawn to Life) 

en Jupiter Pandora ſent 
He ſhould have ſent bisWife. With a bum, &c. 


SCENE III. 


Suſan and Lady. | 
Lady. Go thy ways for an errant Knight as thou 
art — ſo Suſay, what bring you? 
Suſ. The Bill of fare, Madam. | 
Lady. The Bill of Fare, this looks more like a 
Bill for a Month than a Day. 7 


Suſ. Maſter hath invited ſeveral of the Tenants 


to day, Madam. 12 
ady. 
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Lady. Yes, I am acquainted with your Maſter's 
Generoſity — he would keep a Tenants Table 
by his Conſent. -— On my Conſcience he would 
ſuffer ſome of the poorer Tenants to eat more than 
their Rent out. TS | 

Sxſ: Heaven bleſs him for ſuch goodneſs! 

Lady. This Sir-loin of Beef may ſtand, only cut 
off half of it for to-morrow - it is too big 
for one Diſh. 

Suſ. Oh! dear Madam, it is a thouſand Pities to 
cut it. 

Lady. P'ſhaw, I tell you no polite People ſuffer 
a large Diſh to come to their Table —— I have 
ſeen an Entertainment of three Courſes, where 
the Subſtance of the whole would not have made 
half a Sir-loin of Beef. 

Suſ. The Devil take ſuch Politeneſs, I ſay.— 

Lady. A Gooſe roaſted! — very well; take 
a particular care of the Giblets, they bear a very 
good Price in the Market. — 'Two brace of Par- 
tridges; I'Il leave out one of them. An Apple-pye, 
with Ounces — why Quinces? when you know 
Ounces are ſo dear. 
reſt do you keep it, and let me have. two Diſhes 
a Day till it is out. | | 

Suſ. Why, Madam, half the Proviſion will ſtink 
at that rate. | 

Lady, Then they will eat the leſs of it, — 
I know ſome good Houſewives that never buy 
any other; for it 1s always cheap, and will go 
the farther. 

| Suf. So as the Smell of the old Engliſh Hoſpita- 
lity uſed to invite People in, that of the preſent 


- 


is to keep them away. 
Lady. Old Engliſh Hoſpitality, Oh! don't Name 
it, — I am ſiek at the Sound. | 
Su. Would I had livd in thoſe Days. — I 
with I had been born a Cook, in an Age when 
there was ſome Buſinefs for one — before we 
had learnt this French +a and been taught 
| | | | to 


8 
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to dreſs our Meat by Nations that have no Meat 
to dreſs. 5 
AIR 39. (The King's old Courtier.) 
When mighty roaſt Beef was the Engliſhman's Food, 
Tt enobled our Hearts, and enriched our Blood, 
Onr Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were good. 
Ob! the roaſt Beef of England, 
And old Eugland's roaſt Beef. 
But fince we have learnt from all-conquering France 
To eat their & agouts, as well as to dance; 
Ob ! hat a fine Figure we make in Romance, 
Ob! The roaſt Beef of England, 
And old England's roaft Beef. 
Lady. Servants are continually jealous of the 
leaſt thrift of a Maſter or Miſtreſs, they are never 
eaſy but when they obſerve Extravagance. 


SCENE IV. 


Lady and Puzzletext. 
Aix 40. (Oh! Jenny, Oh! Jenny.) 
Lady. Oh! Doctor, Oh! Doctor, vhere haſt thou been ? 
Sure never was——Woman like me perplext ; 
I have been chiding, 
Puz. I have been riding; 
And meditating upon my Text. 

Lady. I wiſh you would give us a Sermon on 
Charity— that my Servants might know it is no 
Charity to indulge a voluptuous Appetite-— 

Puz, There is, Madam, as your Ladyſhip very 
well knows, a religious Charity and irreligious 
C arity —— Now the religious Charity rather 
teaches us to ſtarve the Belly of our Friend, than 
feed it: Verily, Starving is voluptuous Food for a 
linful Conſtitution. | 

Lady. I wiſh, Doctor, when you go next to Lon- 
don, you would buy me up, at the cheapeſt Rates, 
all the Books upon Charity that have been pub- 
liſh'd. | 

Pn. 
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Pux. I have a Treatiſe, Madam, which I ſhall 
ſhortly publiſh, that will comprehend the whole.: 
It will be writ in Latin, and dedicated to your 
Ladyſhip.  _ | 

Lady. Any thing for the Encouragement of Re- 
ligion I am a great Admirer of the Latin 
Language I believe, Doctor, I now under- 
ſtand Latin as well as Engliſh But Oh, Do- 
or, it gives me pain, very great pain, that not- 
withſtanding all our Endeavours, there ſhovld yet 
remain ſo many wicked People in our Pariſh-— 
One of the Tenants the other day abus d his Wife in 
the moſt terrible manner. | | 

AIR 41. (Twas down in a Meadow.) 
Ah! Doctor, I long, much as Miſers for Pelf, 
To ſee the whole Pariſh as good as my ſelf. 
Puz. Ab! Madam, your Ladyſhip need not to doubt 
But that by my Sermons will be [oon brought about. 
Lady. Ab! Man, can your Sermons put *em in the 
r1ght way, 5 
When not one in ten e'er bear what you ſay © 
Puz. Ab ! Madam, your Lad yſbip need not to fear, 
If you make them pay, but I'll make them hear. 


STEM Y. | 
To them Robin. 
AIR 42. (In Porus.) 
Rob, Some confounded Planet reigning 
Surely bath, beyond explaining, © 
Tour Senſe beguiled, Ty 
Senſe defiled, 
* Senſe a-wry led, 
. To mi ſtałe; 
T ſhould wonder 
Could you blunder 
Thus, awake, 
But ſince you are ſo ungrateful, 
Since my Service is grown hateful ; 
Willing I my place forſake | 
And ſince you think fit 
Me for Will to quit, 
E'en brew as you bake, G 2 Lady. 
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Lady. What's the meaning of this? 


Rob. Is your Lady ſhip a Stranger to it then 
Madam, don't you know that I am to be turn d 


away, and Villiam made Butler? Tx 
Lady. How! | Ss } 
Rob. Nay, I aſſure your Ladyſhip it is true; I | © 
Juſt now receiv'd a Meſlage from Maſter to give Þ 
an account of the Plate —— and perhaps I ſhall 
{ 


give a better account than Villiam would, had he 
omg Butler as long as I have. 

Lady. I am out of all patience , Ill to Sir Oven 
this moment— I will ſee whether J am a Cypher 
in this Houſe, or no [ Exit, 

Puz. Hark'ee, Mr Robin, you are ſafe enough— 
her Ladyſhip is your Friend — ſo go you and 
ſend me a Bottle of good Wine into my own Room, 
for I am a very good Friend of yours, [ Exit. 


SCENE VI. 


N Robin Solus. 
14 Rob. It is not that I intend to live long in the 
i". Family — but I don't care to be turn'd away — 
| I would give warning myſelf and if this 
Storm blows over, I will Thanks to my In- 
14 duſtry, I have made a ſhift to get together a little 
"1 comfortable Subſiſtance for the reſt of my days — 
i I'll purchaſe ſome little ſnug Farm in Wales of a- 
3 bout a hundred a year, and retire with. ha 
14 with whom ſhall I retire, ſince — qa falſe 
| what avails me that I can purchaſe an Eſtate, 
W when I cannot purchaſe Happineſs? 
ad AIR 42. (Cupid God of pleaſing Anguiſh.) 

| Whatawvails large Sums-of Treaſure | 


But to purchaſe Sums of Pleaſure, 
| But your Wiſhes to obtain? 
| Poor the Wretch, whole Worlds poſſeſing, 


4 IV hile bis deareſt darling Bleſſing 
1 He muſt ſigh for till in vain, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 
| Robin and Sweetifla. 

Rob. Where is my Wealth, when the Cabinet 
it was lock'd up in, is broke open and plunder'd ? 
Sweet. He's here— Love would blow me like a 
Whirlwind to his Arms, did not the String of 


Honour pull me back Honour, that forces 
more Lies from the Mouth of a Woman, than 
Gold does from the Mouth of a Lawyer. 

Rob. See where ſhe ſtands — the falſe, the per- 
jur'd ſhe yet guilty as ſhe is, ſhe would be 
dearer to my Soul than Light— did not my Ho- 
nour interpoſe - my Honour, which cannot ſuffer 
me to wed a Whore: I muſt part with Honour or 
with her— and a Servant without Honour is a 
Wretch indeed— How happy are Men of Quality, 
that cannot loſe their Honour, do what they will. 
Right Honour is tried in Roguery as Gold is in the 
Fire and comes out frill the ſame | 


Alix 44. (Dame of Honour.) 
Nice Honour by a private man 


With Zeal muſt be maintained, 
For ſoon *tis loſt, and never can 
By any be regained: 
But once Right Honourable grown, 
He's then its rightful Owner, 
For tho the worſt of Rogues he's known, 
He ſtill is a Man of Hino. 

Sweet. I wiſh I conld impute this Blindneſs of 
yours to Love; but alas! Love would ſee me 
not my Faults — You ſee my Faults not 
me 

Rob. IT wiſh it were poſſible to ſee you fault- 
leſs———- But alas! you are fo hem'd in with 
Faults, one muſt ſee thro! them to come at you. 
Sweet. I know of none, but loving you too well. 
Rob. That may be one perhaps ——1f vou were 

great with Villiam. | 

Sweet, Oh! Rolin, If thou art reſol'd to be 
falſe, do not I beſeech thee, do not let thy Malice 
conſpire to ruin my Reputation. EKob. 
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Rob. There, Madam; read that Letter once 
more, then bid me be tender of your Reputation 
if you can The Women have always the 
boldeſt Claims to Reputation when they have the 
leaſt Pretenſions to it for Virtue like Gun- 
powder never makes any Noiſe till it goes off — 
when you hear the Report you may be ſure it is 

one. 

4 Sweet, This 1s ſome Conſpiracy againſt me—— 
for may the Devil fetch me this inſtant if eyer I 
ſaw this Letter before. | . 
Rob. What, and drop it from your Pocket! 
Sweet. Oh baſe Man-—if ever I ſuffer'd Villiam 
to kiſs me in my Life, unleſs when we have been 
at Queſtions and Commands, may I never— 
be kiſs'd while I ive again and if I am not 
a Maid now may I die as good a Maid as J am 
now But you ſhall ſee that I am not the only 
one who can receive them, and drop them from 
their Pockets too — There, if thou art guilty, 
that Letter will ſhock thee, while Innocence 
guards me | 
| AIR 45. (Why wall Florella.) 
hen Guilt within the Boſom lies, 
A tbon ſand ways it ſpeaks, 
It ftares affrighted thro' the Eyes, 
And bluſhes thro' the Cheeks : 
But Innocence diſdaining Fear 
Adorus the injur'd bace, 
Aud while the black Accuſer's near, 
Shines forth with brighter Grace. 
Rob. Surprizing— Sure ſome little writing De- 
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juſt ſhot thro' my Brain—Sweet:ſſa 
have Virtue if you have Honour 
Fou have Humanity, anſwer me one Queſtion — 
Did the Parſon ever make love to you? 

Sweet. Why do you ask me that? 

Rob. Theſe two Letters are writ by the ſame 
Hand- and if they were not writ by William, 


if you 


vil lurks in the Honſe. Hah! a thought hath 


if 


they 


hay 5 123 
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they muſt have been by the Parſon, for no one 
elſe I believe can write or read in the Houſe. 

Sweet. I can't {ay he hath, nor I can't ſay he 
hath not Once he told me, that if I was 
worth a hundred Pound he'd marry me 

Rob, Did he? that's enough ; by George I will 

make an Example of him— PII beat him till 

| he has as great an Averſion to Marriage as any 

j Prieft in Rome hath. 5 

Sweet. O fie! what, beat the Parſon! 

Rob. Never tell me of the Parſon if he 
will have my Meat I'll give him ſome Sauce to it. 

Sweet, Conſider, good Robin for tho' thou 
haſt been a baſe Man to me, I would not have 
thee damn'd. | 

Rob. The Parſon would ſend me to Heaven, I 

thank him Pd rather be damn'd than go to 

Heaven as the Parſon's Cuckold- S'bud, P11 

ſouſe him till he ſhall have as littI@A ppetite for 
Woman's Fleſh, as Horfe Fleſh. 

An 46. (Hunt the Squirrel.) | 

Sweet, Oh for Goodneſs ſake forbear, 1 

Think be's a Parſon, think he's a Parſon; | 

Look upon the Cloth he wears, | ö 

Eer you pull his Ears. 14 

Rob. Ceaſe jour chattering, I will batter him, 17 

Blood and Ihunder-bolt; 'Þ | 

PII rub him, drub hin, ſcrub him down, Þ | 

As Fockeys do a Colt. Fo 14 

Sweet. He's gone, and perhaps will knock tze 
Parſon on the head; what can he expect then but 14 
to be hang'd by the Neck ? Oh, that he were once 41 
hang'd ſafe about my Neck ve Powers pre- 1 


* 


ſerve him from the Hangman's Nooſe, and tie him 
faſt in Hymen's. | 


SCENE VIII. (| | 
Sweetiſſa, John. 


Sweet. Oh Fobn, fly — if thou wilt fave thy 
Friend, fly up into the Parſon's Cloſet. 


ohn 
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Fobn, What's the matter? 
Sweet, One Moment's Delay, and Robin's loſt , 


he is gone in a mighty Paſſion to beat the Parſon 


run and prevent him; for if he ſhould kill the 


Parſon he will be hang'd. Se. 
John. Kill him! if he lifts up his Hand againſt $ 
him he will be put into the Spiritual Court, and | [IS 
that is worſe than hanging. | Þ 0 
Sweet. Fly, fly, dear ohn. What Torments at- thee 
tend a Mind in Love. | I the 


AIR 47. (The Play of Love.) 


What vaſt Delights muſt Virgins prove 
ho taſte the dear Exceſs of Love ? 
Since while ſo many ways undone, 


And all our Foys muſt fly from one, 
Fager to Love's Embrace we run. 


So when iu ſome ſmall Iſland lies 

The eager Merchant's Brilliant Prize, 
That dear, that darling Spot to gain, 
He views black Tempeſts with Diſdain 
And all the Dangers of the Main, 


SCENE IX 
Owen, Sweetiſla. TD 
Owen. Sweettſſa in Tears! ſo looks the Lilly af. 
ter a Shower, while Drops of Rain run gently 
down its Silken Leaves, and gather Sweetneſs as 
they paſs. 
Alx 44. (Si Cari.) 
Smile, ſmile, Sweet iſſa, ſmile, 
Repining baniſb, 
Let Serrow vaniſh, 
Grief does the Complexion ſpoil, 
See bow your Rival Sun, 
His Glory's ſhrowded, 
Mhence be is clouded, 
No more is gax d upon 
| with Rapture. g 
Smile 


Smile, ſmile, Sweetilla ſmile,  - As 
| Lift up your charming, cha--a--arming, 
Lift up your charming Eyes, 8 
Mp | Charming 5 
Oven. What is the matter my dear Sweetiſſa ? 
Sweet. Whatever be the matter, it is no matter 
| of yours, Maſter Owen. * 
| Ow. I would hug thee in my Arms, and comfort 
thee—if thou would'ſt let me give me a Buſs 
. AI 49. (Sleepy Body.) 
Little Maſter, pretty Maſter. 
Tour vain purſuit give over, 
Surely Natare 
Such a Creature 
Never meant for a Lover, 
A Beau and Baboon, a 
In a dull Afternoon, 88 
May Ladies di vert by their Capers, 
But weak is her Head . 
Who takes to her Bed 
Such a Remedy for the Vapours, 
L.iittle Maſter, &c. | 
Go and like a blubbering Beſs bowl, 
WV bilft at your Grief I'm quaſfing, 
For the more you cry the leſs you'll 
— - te inclind to laughing. 
SEAN E. ©. | 
Ow. So Miſtreſs Suſan, which way are you a going? 
uſ. Going! why, I am going to find Madam out, 
— if ſhe will have no Victuals, ſhe ſhall have no 
Cook for Suſan, — If I cut the Sir-loin of Beef — 
may the Devil cut me. ä 
Ow. Oh! do not ſpoil this pretty Face with 
Paſſion--give me a Kiſs,my dear pretty little Cook. 
Suſ. Give you a Kiſs — give you a {lap in the 
Face, or a rod for your Backſide, when I am kiſs'd 
it ſhall be by another gueſs ſort of Spark than you-- 
Sbud your Head looks like the ſcrag End of a 
Neck of Mutton, juſt flower'd for batting, - 


L Kiſs —— a Fart! SCENE 
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SCENE XI. Owen and Margery; 


Ow. Go thy ways, greaſy Face - Oh ! here's my 


little Margery now. „ 
Mar. Not ſo little neither, Maſter Oven 
I am big enough for you ſtill. „ 
Ow. And fo thou art, my Dear, and my Dove 
come let us —let us let us. J 
Marg. Let us what . 


Ow. Let us--agad I don't know what — let us / 


kiſs like any _ 550 
Marg. Not ſo faſt, Squire — your Mamma muſt 
give you a larger Allowance before it comes to that 
between you and me. Look'ee, Sir, when you 
can produce that fine Apron you promis'd me, I 
don't know what my Gratitude may bring me to, 
—— but I am refolv'd, if ever I do play the Fool, 
I'll have fomething to ſhew for it beſides a great 
Belly. ag | 
O® Pox on 'em all ---- I ſhall not compaſs one 
out of the whole Family — agad i'll een go back 
to Molly, and make ſure of her, if poſſible--or I may 
be in danger of dying half a Maid yet — for the 
Devil take me if I have not a ſhrewd Suſpicion 
that in all my Amours --- I never yet thoroughly 
knew what a Woman was — I fancy it often 
happens ſo among us fine Gentlemen. | 
TRE IS 
The idle Bean of Pleaſure 
Oft boaſts a fal ſe Amour, 
As breaking Cit his Treaſure, 
Moft gaudy when moſt poor. 
But the rich Miſer hides the Stores he does amaſs, 
And the rue Lover ſtill conceals his happy Laſs. 
SCENE XII Puz. Rob. John. 
Pux. Iwill have Satisfa&tion--fpeak tome Maſter 
John of any thing, but SatisfaRion --I will box him; 


Iwill ſhew him that I was not bred at Oxford for no- 
thing - - Splutter, my Head is good for ſomethin 
elſe beſides Preaching — [ Buts at him. 
Rob. You would have arm'd my head oor on 
3 ux. 


butting, I thank you. 


a 


a 
1 
p 
; 
| 
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conſider who you are - 
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Puz. You are a lying Raſcal, and a Liar i in you 


Teeth. 
Rob. You are a Liar in your Tongue, Do&or, 
and that's worſe, 
Pux. The Lie to me! Sirrah, I will cut your 


Brains out, if you have any Brains. Let me go 


obn—let me 80— 
Rob. Let him come, I warrant he goes back a- 
gain faſter than he came. 
Puz. S'bud, S bud, S'bud. 
John. Fie, Doctor, be not in ſuch a Paſſion, 
you mult forgive. 
Pux. I will not forgive. Forgiveneſs is 
ſometimes a Sin - Ay, and a damn'd Sin---- 
No, I will not forgive him, Sirrah, I will 
make ſuch an Example of you as ſhall deter all 
ſuch Vagabonds for the future how I affront 
the Church. 
A1R 51. Buff coat.) 4 
In ͤ Spiritual Court, 
I' ſhew you ſuch Sport, 
| Shall no you' your own Folly _ Sir. 
Rob. But you Hall be bit, 
For II fland in the Sheet, 
And keep you from handling my Teeſe, Sir. 


: Puz, In this youll be bam d, 


In the — World dam'd; 

Here a Prie ſt, there a Devil, you'll find, Sir, 
Rob, I Hall know then if Prieſt 

Or Devil be be 

At the Art o tormenting Mankind, Sir. 


Puz. Let me go John, — I will ---- Splutter 


SCE ME XML 
Sir Owen, Lady, Robert, Will. John, w_ Sweet. 
Margery; : 
Lady. Hey-day; what's the meaning o fthis--- 
Mr. rai you are not mad I nope. 
Puz Splutter, my Lady, but I am--- I have been 
abus'd have be n beaten, 
33 Lady. 


- 
— oo — — 
— — —e— — 2 2 7 
7 - ov * 
: 1 
4 * 


—— —_ » — * 
n 7 f 


- (bo be Grub-ſtreet Or EAA. 


Lady. It cannot be by Robin, I am ſure he is 
peaceably enough inclin'd. ä | 
Pill. Hell not ſtrike a Blow unleſs he's forc'd 
to it I warrant him, 


Pux. Yes, it is by Robin, he bath abugd me for 


writing to his Miſtreſs, when I have not had a 
Pen in my Hand, ſave for half a Sermon, theſe ſix 
Monts 2 | 
ill. Sure Letters run ſtrangely in his Head --« 
he hath quarrel'd with me once to Day, and now 
he hath quarrel'd with Mr, Puzzletext for writin 
to his Miſtre's: He knows his own Demerits, an 
therefore is Jealous of every Man he ſees for a Rival, 

Rob. I have not ſo bad an Opinion of my elf, 
as to be jealous of you, however ſenſible you 
may be of your own Merits, 

- Lady. Let us have no Quarrelling here pray---- 
I thought yeu had had more Senſe than to quarrel 
with the Church. 
VPa.iill. Maſter may keep you if he pleaſes 
when he knows you are a Rogue --- but I'll a 
to your Stealing the two Silver Spoons, 

Sweet. You have reaſon to talk, good Mr, 
William; Til ſwear to your having rob'd one of 
the oaches of the Curtains, to make your ſelf a 
Waſtecoat; and of having ſtole a pair of Buckles 
out of the Harneſs, and fold them to Mr. Owen, 
to wear them in his Shoes, — | 

Su ſ. If you come to that, Madam — who 
ſtole a ſhort ſilk Apron from my Lady, and a 


new flannel Petticoat, which you have on at 


this Moment? | 

John. Not ſo faſt, good Suſan ſauce-box— 
who baiſted away dozens of Butter more than ſhe 
had need, that ſhe may ſell the Greaſe ? Who brings 
in falſe Bills of Fare, and puts the forg'd Articles 
1n her own Pocket? — Who wants Wine and 
Brandy for Sauces, and Sweetmeats, and drinks it 
herſelf. ; | 

Will. And who wants ſtrong Beer for his Horſes, 
v hich he drinks himſelf— Marg 


— * 


| 
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Marg. I think you ſhould forget that, leaſt you 
ſhould be put in mind of the ſame Practice with 
the Coach Horſes ———— _ 1 

Suf. I ſuppoſe when you remember that, you 
don't forget taking a Dram from her Ladyſhip's 
Bottle every time you make the Bed. | 

Lady. J can excuſe you there, Margery, for 1 
keep all my Bottles under Lock and Key, 

du . But I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip will not ex- 
cuſe her from that which I will take my Oath ſhe 
hath now in her Pocket. 

Lady. Very fine indeed? : 

Pux Verily I am concern'd to find my Sermons 
have had no better effe& on you, I think it is a 
difficult matter to determine which deſerves to be 
puniſh'd moſt; and if Robin the Butler hath cheat- 
ed more than other People, I ſee no other Reaſon 
for it — but becauſe he hath had fore opportu- 
nity to cheat. XD | —_ 

Rob. Well ſaid Parſon, — once in thy Life 
thou haſt ſpoken Truth -- b | 

Vill. We are none of us ſo bad as Robin, for 
there's cheating in his very Name ---- Robin is as 
much as to ſay Robbing 
Pux. That is none of the beſt puns, Maſter Vill. 

Rob. Well ſaid Parſon again. 

Arx 52. (Ye Madcaps of England.) 

In this little Family plainly we find 

A little Epitome of human kind; 


Each Gentleman cheats you no more than he can. 
Sing Tantara, ra, ra, Boys all, Boys all, 
- Sing PFantara, ra, ra, Boys all. 

- Lady. And have Theen raking and rending, and 
ſcraping, and ſcratching, and ſweating, to be plun- 
der'd by my Servants ?——— _ oe” 

Sir Ow. Why truly my dear, if you had any Fa- 

mily to provide for, you would have ſome excuſe 
for ſavinz, to ſave Fortunes for your younger 
Children - but as we have but one Son to i 
s e dr 

? 
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here down from the Beggar up to the great Man, 
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for, and he not much worth providing for 
een let the Servants keep what they have ſtolen, 
and much good may it do them. 
Lady. This is ſuch notorious Extravagance. 
| Omnes. Heavens bleſs your good Honour ! 
=o AIR 53. (My Name is old Hewſon.) 
: Rob, JI once, as your Butler, did cheat you, 
11 For my ſelf Iwill ſet up now ; 
a1 If you come to my Houſe, I will treat you 
* With a Pig of your own fat Sow, 
| Sweet. I once did your Ladyſhip chouſe, 
And rob you of Trinkets good Store; 
But when I am gone from your Houſe 
I promiſe to cheat you no more, — 
Will. Tour Lining, I own like a Blockhead, 
I. ftole to my utter Reproach ; 
But you will be many in Pocket, 
| If you ſell off your Horſes and Coach, 
Su My Rogueries all are confeſt, i 
7 And for a new Maid you may look; 
For where there's no Meat to be dreſt, 
. There is little need of a Cook, 
Chorus. And ſo we all give you Warmng, 
| And give you a Month's N ages too. 
We all go off to-morrow Morning, 
And may better Servants enſue. 
SCENE XIV. 
To them Owen and Molly. 
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Both. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 

Both Parents. Ho- ! 3 
Both Children. We are your Son and Daughter. 
Owen, My Son marry'd to the Daughter of a 

- Tenant! . | | 
Oh! Sir, ſhe is your Tenant's Daughter, but 

| worthy of a Crown, „) 

| AIR. 54. (Fond Eccho,) 

| Ob! think not the Maid whom you ſcorn 

With Riches delighted can bee. 

| Had Ia great Princeſs been born 

| My Owen had dear been tg me. 
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On others your Preafure heſtom, 
Give Owen alone to theſe Arms , 
In Grandeur and Wealth we find Woe, 
But in Love there is nothing but Charms. 
In Title and Wealth what is loft 
In Tenderneſs oft is repaid, 
Joo much a great Fortune may coſt, 
Well purchas'd may be the poor Maid. 
While Fancy's faint Dreams cheat the Great, 
We Pleaſnre will equally prove; 
While they in their Palaces hate, 
We in our poor Cottage may love. 
Sir Owen. She ſings delightfully, that's the Truth 
on't. —— 
Owen, T'other Son — Tother Song — ply him 
with Songs, till he forgives us. = 
AIR 55. (Patty's Mill.) | 
Molly. If I too bigh aſpire 8 
*Tis Love that plumes my Wing, 
Love makes the Clown a Squire, 
Would make the Squire a King. 
F hat Maid that Owen ſpies 
From Lovecaneer be ; ar 
Love in his lacd Coat lies, 
- And peeps from his Toupet. 
Sir Owen, I can hold ont no longer. 
Lady. Nor I, let me ſee you embrace one ano- 
ther, and then P11 embrace you both. 
AIR 56. (Caro Vien.) 
Molly. Vith Foy my Heart's o'erflowing, 
Owen. With Foy my Heart's jolly, 
Molly. Ob! my deareſt ſweet Owen, 
Owen. Ob ! my charming Molly. 
Since I am happy my ſelf, I will make others 
fſo— Theſe Letters, Robin, which caus'd all the 
Jealouſy between you and Sweetiſſa, I wrote out 
of a Frolick. | 
Rob. Ha! and did I ſuſpe& Sweetiſſa fallly ? 
Sweet, And did I ſuſpe&t my Robin? 
Rob. Oh! my Sweetiſſa, my Sweet. 
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my Wedding may be celebrated firſt, at leaſt with 
one Dance, for which J have prepared the Fiddles, 


1 Porzle Thus Couples united, 


| Leaders: ? 


| know, and ſpeak my Mind; I fay yes. 


I am reſolv'd. 


2 Frohld adviſe you not to be extravagant in it. 


21 Sweet, one my v my "0 

Rob. This Hour ſhall make us one Doge 
head to Church — 

ill. What ſay'ſt thou, Suſan, ſhall we follow our | 


Suſ, Why faith? I am e frank you 


+4 5 
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John. And thou, Margery. 

Mar. 1 do not ſay no. 

Pux. I am ready to do you Buſineſs when-ever 
you pleaſe. 

Owen. Look*ee! as 1 have married firſt, 1 defire 


' Puz. Andfor which 1 have prepared my Fiddle 
too; for l am always in utrumque paratus. 
Owen. This Day jhall be a Day of Hoſpitality, 


Lady. And lam refolv'd not to ſee it, - Py 


{.4 Dance here. 
AIR 5 (Little Fack Horner.) | 


Ever delighted, 
May ye neer 25 [agree ; 5 
Men. Firſt we'll be fed, 
Women. Then we'll to Bed, 
Omnes hat happy Rogues ar . 
Chorus. Couples united, 
Ever delighted, 
May we ne er diſagree ; 
Firſt we'll be fed, 
Then well to Bed, 
What happy Rognes are we. 


. 


